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Here’s a change from Dicky Nugent’s usual
Wibley, of the Remove, based on the popularity of the

Ll.r-.l.hhlkl\l
This Week :

= )\

A QUICK-ACTION STORY IN DIALOGUE, SUITABLE FOR AMATEUR ACTORS, AND ENTERTAINING TO ALL!

L. Of0 M\ AGNIE-
LIKIES

THE BULLION HOLD-UP!

9

‘“ shocker '’—a novel feaiure by William
““Talkie * fillms, Wib, has certainly

brought a smile to the faces of the Editorial staff, so we confidently place his first ** Talkie »’

" Attaboy, Bony ! "

" TTABOY, Bony! Only another
} dred miles of the rolling

prairics and we'll hit Kansas
City!  Rido on, my fiery
mustang !

“'Bout time we had some execitement,
I guess. Done nothin’ lately, bar round
up & dozen cattlethieves and fight a
irihe of Redskins single-handed !

“Wonder if I ought to step in and see
tho bullion train through Dead Man's
Gorge? 1f Greaser Joe and his gang of
rustlers get wise to it they sure will try
a hold-up. Guess I'll hit the trail for
Dead Man, Attaboy, Bony 1"

“ Game for a hold-up, boys 7 "

.: Boys! Th a bullion train from
Kansas City hits Dead Man's Gorge
to-day. You boys all gume for u

2ure, Greaser Joe! We'ro game!”
“(Guesa I didn’t bear you answer,

Cross-eyed Pete!”

sure did not, chiefl Reckon 1

now if the cowboy, Jack Manley,

n' this trail first !

n hyer, Cross-eyed DPetel Jack

or no Jack Manley, 1 guess this

gang holds up the Kansas bullion train
ﬁo.._uw_. Get tha
“Um! I guess—"'

“Forget it! That dog-gone cowboy's
been buttin' in on us too often. If he
tries it this journey I guess he'll have
daylight drilled into kim  Got me?"”
Um! That's all right, chief; but I
seen suthin' of Jack Manley before.
Maybe he'll let daylight into us first!”

“'G-g-guess we'll have to ch-ch-chance
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effort before you.—ED.

that, Cross-eyed Pete! Come on, boys!
Mount your fiery mustangs, and we'll
hit the trail for Dead Man's Gorge "

' Sure, Greaser Joe!"

‘ So-long, bo! "

“Good-bye, Bank President Cashman !
I guess you and your daughter don't feel
scared of bein' held up by train
robbera?"

*You've said it, ho! I'm on this tramn
to look after the bullion, and the gang
that gets that bullion’s got to get over
me first. As for my beautiful daughter,
[larrict, she's just as plucky as her pop.
Ain't you, Harriet?”’

“8Sure 1 am, pop "

*Spoken like a true Cashman! And
ﬂw__’“" 1 guecss we'll get aboard. So-long,

“So-long, Bank President Cashman!"

‘* Hands up, everybody!"

“Ilands up, everybody, or we'll shoot
up the lot of you! Won't we, boys?"

“We eure will, Greaser Joo!”

“Say, Cross-eyed Pete, who's that
dame chuckin® fits over there?"

“Guess that's Harriet Cashman, the
bank president's daughter. Jest listen
to her!”

* Help, H:,_ﬁ_
bandits, pop!’

“(ecan it

Save me from the

they'll
sh-sh-shoot us!”

“Haw, haw, haw! Wa won't shoot
sident, if you’ll mamw hand over
ion. Whar is it?

“In the truck jest behind the loco,
kind sir. Take the lot—do q:._«:_h:. you
like, &5 long as you spare us!|”

“1 gucss that's real kind of youw, boss!
Help yourselves, boys |

Harriet, or

**Bure thing, Greaser Joe I"

“Qot it all loaded up now, boys?”

“Betcha life, chief !

“Guess I'd like 1o kidnap Harriet
Cashman while we're on the job—
Bay, who’s that on the horizon? Great
snakes! It's Cowboy Jack Manley 1"

“An’ the sheriff and his boys comin’
the other way, Greaser Joe! No time
for kidnappin’ ctunts! We're hittin’ the
trail 1"

“Sure! Gee-up, my fery mustang!”

Falsely Accused !

. AY, sheriff, I'm Bank President
Cashman. Those crooks have
mwade a get-away with a million
dollaral Tollow them I”

“Sure! Have they all got away?
Who's this guy hyer?"”

“I'm .uaanev_gﬁnw. a cowboy from the
rolling prairies. 1 arrived jest too late
to stop the hold-up."”

“Guff ! You can't pull that stuff over
on Silas Cashman! I'll say you're one
of the bandits yourself. ~ Arrest that
man, sheriff I

“Sure! You're my prisoner, Jack
Manley 1"

“Oh, pop! Don't let them arrest that
handsome cowboy! 1'm sure he's inno-
cent—he's g0 good-looking 1"

“Tut-tut, my childt The man is a
scoundrel | Obviously he got left behind
by the rest of the bandits. Take the
villain to the nearest gaol, sheriff, and
hit the trajl after his frieuds!"”

“Rure thing, pres!
Coma out. Manley!" o——n0-0w  _
L | guess I'm - -
coming. Gee! This
is what comes of
tryin’ to stop a held-

up! Thank wou for
| "' in me, Miss
So-long !

‘bye, cow-

! . _pop, to
think you've sont
that handsome
voung cowboy to
prison !”

“Aw, can it “ You're gullty !
Harriet |
The Triall

“ OW, vprisoner, what is it=—
2 Guilty, or Not Guilty1"
" Not Guilty, judge!”
“Waal, von't be too suro
about it! Thar's not many guys brought
up to this court that 1 find Not Guilty,
believe me 1"
“ Haw, haw, haw 1"
“8ilence in court! WNow, boys, get
busy! Who's the first witness?"’
“1 guess I am, judge. I'm Bank
Presidont Cashman. Have a cigar?”

“Why, I sure will! Glad to have you
know me, pres! Step on itl”

“You bet I willl Jest hear me
boller! 1 was right there when the
Kaneas bullion train was held up. That
guy, Jack Marley, was one of the gang.
He happened to get left, and the sherif
corralled him. N:. if you take my tip.
iudge, you'll give him suthing to make
him yawn. You hear me?"” 4

“I hear you, pres, and I sure will
take your tip!  Anybody else like to
have a shout?  Or is it necessary to
waste any miore time before I find him
Guilty 1"’

“Jest a minute, judge! I was thar
in the hold-up, and I guess I didn't sec
the prisoner among the bandits.”

“Say, who ara youf"

“I'm the driver cf the loco.””

“Waal, do you figure I'm goin’ to
take the word of a loco-driver against
the word of a bank president? Hear me
amile! Haw, haw, Ww:._:

“That's sll right, judge; but even
President Cashman didn't see Jack
Manley before the eheriff arrived.”

“Shucks! Who cares a_gosh-darnf
1 gotter sentence somcone, ain't 17"

*You sure have, judge.”

“Waal, then, why not Jack Manley?
Any other guy like to holler?"

“Yep. I know I'm only the prisoner,
but—"" .

“Jumpin' snakes! The priconer wants
to holler now! Jest imagine a prisoner
figurin’ he's goin’ to speak! Haw, haw,
haw 1"

“Say, judge, that’s not fair—""

“Who said it was? This iz an
Amurrican court of ,ustice, not a fair
play eshibition! I warn you, prisoner,
that your hollering will only have the
effect of adding to your eentence. Still,
if you wanna hollur. holler!” .

“Thank you, judge! All I gotta say 1s
that I'm as innocent as you are your-
self—""

“8ay, Jack Manley, don’t you be per-
sonal! Who said W was innocent? |
guess if I'd been in this 1i'l affair, it
wouldn't have been tha first time I'd
held up a bullion train!”

“Haw, haw, haw!”

“Silenco in court! Go right ahead,
prisoner |*

“1 guess I'll tell you the truth—"

“What's that got to do with it?”

“The truth is that I moseyed along
to Dead Man’s Gorge jest for the pur-
pose of stoppin’ this hold-up—"

“Aw, don't make me tired! I guess
I rule your evidence out of order.
Without wasting any more time, I find
you guilty 1"

“ But, _.E_leI:

“But nothin’. Whether you were thar
or not doesn't matter a continenial red
cent. You're guiity! Get that?”

“1 get it, judgel”

“Waal, chew on to this. Your sen-
tence will be fifty years in gaol without
the option of a fine. Bo-long alll I
got some baked beans waitin' for me
round the cormer. Hallo! Wlho's this
hittin’ the court?”

“'Scuso my haste, judge! I'm a re-
porter from the * Kensas Shrick,” 1
est moseyed along to tell Old Man
.mnu_zsa: that his daughter Harriet has
jest been kidnapped by bandits.”

* What, EM aughter? Waal, if that
ain't too bad! Hear mo yawp!”

“Hey, you, Jack Manley, sit down!
1 guess _whamo sentenced you, and you
sin’t allowed to— Why, what's he
doin’ 7" .

“Guess I'll show you what 1'm doin',
judge! Is Jack Manley goin' to root
around in gaol while a dame is waitin’
to be reseued? No, sirce! Take that
—and that "

" s-nsuﬁ.-n —..—v :

“Yawp! I gucss that guy's making
his getaway !

“Hold him, yon boncheads! T jest
sentenced him, and— Wow !”

“And now, havin' given the knock-
out to everfone in court, I figure 1'll
hit the trail to the rescue of Harriet
Cashman! Bony! Ride your hardest!
We're hittin' the treil of the beauty—
and the booty 1"

In the Bandits’ Lalr !
i« AAL, boys, we sure did our-
selves proud over that hold
up. yer we've got a mil-

lion dollars to share out be.
tween us—and now the gal! Guess she

‘* Help me, Jack Manley!"

ought to be worth another million to
Old Man Cashman "

“You said it, Greaser Joo!”

“1 figure I'll get her to write the
pres. now. Hey, Harriet Cashman !

“Oh, gee! If this isn't too m
awful! Alone in the hands of these
crooks! If only pop were here! Detter
still, if only Jack Manley were here !”

“I guess I am hyer, lady! Don't
holler! I'm hidin' behind this boulder
where they can't geo me!”

“Waal, if you ain’t the cat's meeow !
This sure is a pleasant surprise! I
won't holler. Waal, Greaser Joe, what
are you yawping about?”

“] guess I want you to write a li'l
letter to pop to nsk him to send along a
million dollars for your release.”

“I calculate you'll have to want !

“I reckon I won't!”

“T'll allow you will 1”

“Shucks! 1 figure I ain't arguin
all night with you, Harriet Cashman.
Jest pass that red-ho* iron, Cross-eyed
Pete, and I'll brand her beautiful face
for her!”

“RBure, Greaser Joo!"

“Yawp! Rescue! Help a dame out
of a fix, someone! Help me, Jack
Manley "

“Haw, Yaw! It ain't no use yon
hollerin’ for Jack Manley, lady! He's
in front of the judge now—for our ho
up! Haw, haw! He won't help you

Roped In!

“Who said he
boys !”

“8nakes' It's Jack Ma

“Ow! I guess I'm off [

“] guess you ain't, Cross.aycd Pete!
I figure I'm takin' the whole bunch of
you back to Kansas with me! Shoot,
then, if you wanna do it! I guess I'll
bo first in!"

Bang, bang, bang, bang, bang!

won't? Howdy,

vy himself I

15

b ON'F be segred, Miss ITarrict!

@ 1 guess Yva put "em all out

of actian| Get me? And now,

if you don't mind a rough

cowboy from the rolling prairies cuttin'
you loose—"

“Oh, Mr. Manloy! 1t's jest too
mighty good of you to rescue me like
this! How can 1 thank youf"

“Why, you don't have to do that,
lady! Rescuin’' dames in distress is all
cowboys have to fill in their time with.
Now, if you'll jest wait hali a minute
while 1 rope up theso toughs, we'll hit
the trail for Kansas! Come on Greazer
Joe 1

“Curse youn, Jack Manley!"”

“Ignore him, lady. That's jest the
way he's been dragged up !”

“QOh, Mr. Zu...ﬂcw_ Pop sure will
give you the glad hand when he knows
you've got the missing million dollars.
I guess ho'll wanna give you a reward
—possibly a dollar, or even two !”

“Aw, forget it, ma'am! A cowhoy
like me wouldn't know what to do with
wealth like that if he got it! Guess I
sco Kansas ahead! Attaboy, Dony!”

. N . .

“Rah, rah, rah}*”

“HE'S bm.r RIGHT! WHO'S ALL
RIGHT®"”

“JACK MANLEY "

“Come to your old pop's arms, Ilar-
riet! Jest imaginel You've come
back, and you've brought tho million
dollars with you? This sure is great,
I'll tell the world P

“Yep, pop, it sure is| And Jack
Manley here worked the rifile through-
out! Didn't I tell you he was inno-

“You sure did, Harriet! Jack
Manley, I guess we done you an injus-
tice! 1 figure, judge, that you'll call
off that sentence now 1"

“Why, sure! Anythin' sou like, go
long as we got someone clse to ecn-
tence. Consider yourseli discharged,
without a stain on your character.
Manley ! And Kansas City is proud of
you, I'll say1”

““ Come to pop's arms! "

rah, rah!"

5 my sentiments!  Speakin'
it of the Cashman Hank, [
e to celebrate the recovoery
n dollars by making you o
+ rewnrd. Hyer's a dollar!”
Jumpin' snales!”

“Thar! 1 guessed you'd be ov
whelmed | But that's not the o
thing. There's suthing elso I'm goin’
to offer you, sir.”

“What's that, pres?”

“Why, the hand of my beautiful
danghter Harrict "

Thanks very much, pres. Dut don't
you think you can make it two dollars
mstead t7

THE END.
(The arcond of these MAGNET
“TALKIES" will appear shortly.

Meanwhile. laok out next week for:
“THE SECRET OF THE RING!" o
bright and snajpy short complete school
tale, featuring Hal Smiles and Dis
magie riny.)
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